Mifcel!an?ous Poems. 

Z f, nd wh , en ^ ef ° re your eyes I’ve fet him 
If you don t find him black I’ll J, 
<( him.” ’ 11 eat 

He faid : then full before their fight 
Produc d the beafl: ; and lo ! W wh ite. 


*Tbe ROBIN: Elegy, 

Written at the Clofe of Autumn , 17560 

O Come, thou melancholy mufe, 

With folemn dirge affift my ftrain, 
While fliades defcend, and weeping dews^ 
In farrows wrap the rural plain. 


Her mantle grave cool evening fpreads, 
The fun cuts Ihort his joyful race ; 
The jocund hills, the laughing meads, 
Put on a fickenihg, dying face. 

Stern winter tarings his gloomy train. 
Each pleafing landfcape fades from 
view 5 

In folemn ftate he (huts the fcene, 

To flowery fields we bid adieu ! 


Quite 
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A ftript of every beauty, fee 
I How foon fair nature’s honours fade ! 
It flowers are fled, each fpreading tree 
more affords a grateful made. 


'neir naked branches now behold, 

Bleak winds pierce thro’ with mur- 
muring found ; 

(hill’d bf the northern breezes cold, 

Their leafy honours ftrew the ground. 


ban, who treads life’s aftive ftage. 
Like leaf or bloffom fades away ; 
slender youth, or riper age, 

Drops thus into his native clay ! 


lb! and can we chufe but moan, 

To fee all nature’s charms expire ! 
hir-blooming fpring, gay fummer gone, 
And autumn haft’ning to retire ! 

at fee the tender Rcdbreaft comes, 
Forfaking now the leaflefs grove, 
‘Vo’crmy threlhold, pecks my crumbs, 
And courts my hofpitable love. 


Then 


